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and they've a-been, and let one the wother out, and
they be all a-gwain to sea, hug-a-mug, bang!"'

Some years after, when Mr. Jeune was Dean of
Magdalen Hall, Mr. Hawker went up to take his M. A.
degree. The dean on that occasion was, according to
custom, leading a gentleman-commoner of the same
college, a very corpulent man, to the vice-chancellor,
to present him for his degree, with a Latin speech.
Hawker was waiting his turn. The place was
crowded, and the fat gentleman-commoner was got
with difficulty through the throng to the place.
Hawker leaned towards the dean as he was leading
and endeavouring to guide this unwieldy candidate,
who hung back, and got hitched in the crowd, and
said in a low tone:

'Why, your peg's surely mazed, maister.'

When the crowd gave way, and the dean reached
the vice-chancellor's chair, he was in spasms of
uncontrollable laughter.

At Oxford Mr. Robert Hawker made acquaintance
with Macbride, afterwards head of the college; and
the friendship lasted through life.

In after years, when Jeune, Jacobson and Macbride
were heads of colleges, Robert S. Hawker went up to
Oxford in his cassock and gown. The cassock was
then not worn, as it sometimes is now, except by heads
of colleges and professors. Mr. Hawker was therefore
singular in his cassock. He was outside St. Mary's
one day, with Drs. Jeune, Jacobson and Macbride,
when a friend, looking at him in his gown and
cassock, said: 'Why, Hawker, one would think you
wanted to be taken for a head.'

* About the last thing I should like to be taken for,
as heads go,5 was his ready reply, with a roguish
glance at his three companions.

Mr. Hawker has related another of his mischievous
tricks when an undergraduate. There was a poor old
woman named Nanny Heale, who passed for a witch.ste to our door.
